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Beata Victoria! 


Mother o£ men I aay, by what sweeter name 
Can wo invoke thee in our prayer P Eor Fame 
Is but a giftless almoner of thine, 

ITutil thou fill his hand with gifts divine, 

Great Mother — Empress — Queen ! 

Supreme of woman-kind, supreme in all 
Thy sex’s highest sanctities I No call 
Of Queenly duty light or heavy-Ioid 
Might find thy dauntless woman’s heart afr^d, 
Groat Mothor— Empress— Quoon f 



2 


All gifts were thiae — all trials too that ohasteoj 
Uplift, ennoble, for none might stay or hasten 
God’s hand ; thine too all homely joys, and glories 
Of war or peace that live in deathless stories, 

Great Mother — Empress — Queen ! 

'[Thy triumphs are all moroiful ; not as 
Imperial Borne, oft flaunting to the gas^e 
Of crowds debauched with god-less sights and games, 
A captive nation’s ills and cruel shames, 

Great Mother— Empress — Queen I 



Tby casket held far other gifts than erst 
Pandora’s. Hers of Inrid fire accurst, 

But thine, Yiotoria ! came on angol wings 
Blazoned with Heaven’s own radiant quarterings, 
Great Mother — Empress— Queen I 

"Which of thy gifts was highest none may know : 
But surely Heaven’s fore-knowledge would hestow 
Fortitude first for hours of straltest trial. 

Most nobly home in lifelong self-denial, 

Great Mother— Empress — Queen I 
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Wisdom came next \ritli balanced eelf-control 
Controlling worlds regenerate. Tliy soul 
Is law to souls, tliy mind to oilier minds, 

.And so thy rule a miglity empire binds, 

Groat Mother — Emproos — Queen ! 

When alien lands, not alien now, v.'ore f';i\'en, 
Groat realms for which great kings had r, (riven, 
lie gave llico Chuneney — an added gn.ct*, 

With oipud love Who lovelh every rac 


Great TMolho]’ — EinpreHM—Queeu ! 
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Tliy liegos, legions in tliis lar and sea 
Swayed by the sun in fcally te tliee. 

Turn them Tor help sind succour to tlio M^cst 
Whoi'C faith and hope at last liavo found a rest, 
Great Mothcr~Eniiirc.‘SS — Queen I 

Oh ! that my country could behold th 
And earned brow, wherein is queenly grace 
"Woven with wofL of many-tangled care, 

Palo with lugh thoxjght, but kind and debonair, 
Grout Mother — Empress — Queen I 




Ouco stood I ill lliy prcGcncc, OTcn I 
Tliy bondman, and bebelcl thy majosty ; 

Bent iiiy knoo in service ; beard thee spoak 
Kindly aoccuts, and si^oko back in rov’rcnce meek, 
Groaii JtotliPr — Empress — Queen ! 

Oh ! may tliy life be long for us, groat one I 
And vhon in God’s own time thy work is done, 
Then may thy umny-dowerod mantlo fall 
Erom son to gifted son in slow recall. 

Groat Motbor — Empress — Queen I 
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Uncertain Harmonies 


There ie a charm that silonco wields 
In sylvan solitudes, 

Whore twilight dwells enthroned in leafy bowers. 

And blossoms drop liko dew in golden showers, 

A music that preludes 

Sweet songs, perohauoe rehearsed in fair Elysian fields. 


By far oT sweeps of yonder stream 
Arid reaches verduroas, 

Whovo trees foregather round a pool embayed, 
While at their feet is oft a breezo delayed 
For frolics venturous 


lu the cool depth below where shadows lie and droam. 
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Or in some Ilhualayun grovo 
0£ rodolout droddr, 

And gnarled oak and rliododendron rud, 

With, tawny moss and foru well ganiientod, 

"WLilo maa’shdled not afar 

Watch Totoi’an iioaks of snow that seem to live and move, 

And on the velvet, piled beneath 
By many an autumn’s spoil, 

Empurpled shadows glancing l.o and fro 
IXold in iho gliutiug sun a fairy show. 

Wherein a living coil 

Of tocmiiig gems is disonlangled on tlio hoatli. 
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Here haply once a Rishi dwelt 
Favoui’ctl o£ mighty Brahra, 

Close comrado long of rool:, and snow and storm^ 
Familiar fi'icud of every forest form, 

In conloinplr.tion calm 

Of God’s pcrvarling aouso in all ho saw or felt, 

A.nd haply many an autumn night 
Ero winter storms hcgati, 

Behind yon copso ho watched the eastern skies', 

And darkling saw the lambent planet rise. 

Behold her fingers wan 

Transfuse a dismal world with olrcuniamln’eni light. 
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Or wliere in faint remembrance of 
A half forgotten dream, 

With borroTTod blooms and skill of light and shade 
hlan has, perchance, a feigned Sden made 
By some still lake or stream, 

■\Vhero f!p’''ngmay dwell apassingday and waste his love. 

Here in sneh r.pots of Qod’s fair earth 
Away from jarring strife, 

Some favoured, soul, though prisoned, still may hear 
Fuiut far off echoes of another sphere 
Whore spirits sing of life 
Informed with love divino of pure colostifil birth. 
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As orat the Broad-browed Grecian knew; 

Or he that heard the stars 
Sing like an angel, in thoir orbits dim 
Still qr.iring to tho yonng-oyed chcrabiru” ; 

Or the blind bard oJ Mars ; 

Or ITaturo's ))catii‘7-p)':oSu who vrore the laarcllod brow. 

Thoeo heard It — tln-ac and otiior sc^'rs 
And singers of all time. 

And steeped thoir souls iu harmony divine. 

And drinking deep nT that otlrn al wiuo 
Brol:o forth in strains snhlhao 
Of prayer or praise or love to bless unending years. 
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It hatli uncertain liarmonics 

Tuned to the listner’a mood r 
Now sad as is the sigh of dying wave. 

And now with joy’s, omnipotonco to sava 
Despairing souls that brood 
In darkening hours of life o’er Fate’s funereal seas. 
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England and India 

I 

England ! ’tis meet that or for -vroal or woo, 

In calm or storm, our chosen place should bo 
Where honor oalb us by tho side of thee, 

Thy friend bo friend to tis, our bilt'rust foo 
The Irait’rons knave who .schomcfs thy overthrow : 

For like to Israel in oapti viby, 

Wo once wero thralls till ihtm didst sot us free 
And give ii.'i peaco nnku<nvju from long ego. 

Aye, peace unknown ! when yvi'. wore r.oro bcKtead, 
And previous wore tho bianlons that vo boro ; 

I'ut now if ])i'a'U) thero I»e and rowt diviao, 

flood will ’tween mon and peace, and all Ihnt’s bred 

Thereof when huvless might is h'arcd no more. 

To tlioo wo owe iJiem all, theso gfil’ts aro thine. 
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II 

And vre liavo chared thy travail and thy toil, 

And followed thee to feast and fray, and done 
Thy bidding, and our stalwart sons havo gone 
Death-ward for theo in many an evil broil. 

And with thoir blood havo inoictoiiod many a soil, 
Ecaring thy dauntlooa banner in the sun, 

And flank to flank with tlicj much f^lory won, 

To thy bright crown a not uuwoj’thy foil. 

Nay judge not harshly, England I if there be 
That think not coward shame to rend thoir troth 
lYith treasoji’s bodkin, an unworthy crow 
Shackled in heart, though thou hast sot thorn free, 
Whoso valour woaroth out in wordy froth : 

Forgive them all, they know not what they do. 
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Triplets 

Even a!3 the flowers aro, so art thou, 
Bright and sweet and joyous, 
Miiidoii of the sun3iy I;row ! 

Even as the worn is, so art l.hoii, 
Erc.di ia the virgin clow 
Upon thy gohlon hrow. 

Even as tho stars are, so art thou, 
Tho poetry of heaven is 
Under thy arched hrow. 

Evon as tho soul is, so art thou, 

And love and life and light 
Arc circled round tliy brow. 
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Greeu bank of grass and maiden hair 
Wound round a purling brook 
In summer, is ’jias ing fair : 

Where roses climb half way 
To trollisod jessamiiso, 

Soothing iho sultry day ; 

And finwered blooms of VahfV^ spread 

I. 

Beneath, nn.! yclU>w 
Blithe Spring’s own bridal bed, 

’Tin ever sweet ; but sweeter then 
And fairer, aye, and rM’oi’, 

Jllaideu of the golden brow I 

Bo T lovo thoo ? Ask not again : 

Tho stnis aboTo thee answer yes, 

And tho floworful plain. 

• Mmusoiw Elunai (Tluidi Ma-ulsiri). f JJIclii-lia Chompnes. 
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Sonnet 

I donl/t if IToav’n lias anytliing more fair, 
Nothing on earth is half so fair as she, 

Or svccit, or half so vrarin, or womanly. 

Not in Sririliaii ])luins, or far Oashinere, 
ir<>.s|ic*nuii fieMs, or f»li;e*viowo(l Nil/firi, 

Bloomed Inul, or ripened fniib of richer huo 
Than on her sunny far.; and forcljeud free. 

No kthal weapons in hot armoury 

{She keeps, or bnrhed words of gull and ruo ; 

But kindly wit., and oyes of heavenly Iduo 
l<’«r wingnl gliinces ; witching smiles fur friends, 
AYith many a namoless way of winning tliom. 

On her oliasto bosom glistons n(»l; a gem, 
llor prociuuo woman’s heart makes rare amends. 
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Sonnet 

Of powui’B on earth, that make or mar raaa’s life 
Is chiof<*i4 winuaii. Ooascionco, lionoui*, tnith, 
Anil>ilion, love of peace or love of strife, 
llclijLfion, ohuiieo that coiiuss when life is smooLh 
Ami (urns ifs course awry, or four of death, 

Are iill moat pf»tent arms of destiuj ; 
lint woman crowns them all. Ei'otn horahreath, 
A tone or token, touch, or glance of eyb 
O’eruiUHtortf all. () ! ‘SVoman ! thou art Fato 
IV’iihout Fate’s hliiuliK’SS. Not tlivino .art thou, 
Yet surely nearest God inform and state 
Of all his works. 

And when Tie carved lliy brow, 
Sweet friond, and lit thine eyes with light of day 
ife shed uu thee his most diviuost ray. 
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Old Year 

Year ! old year I fast fading year ! 

Hast thou no word to say, no dying word, 
Between the gloaming and tho gloom 
Of thy sad doom t* 

Or is tho poor, frail, failing voico imhoard, 
UiiRCon tho wan, woalc tear? 

Yoar! old year! 

Year! old ycai* 1 fast fading year ! 

Eicrnily was once in fioroo tiwai]. 

Anil h’uto of all things most forlorn 
Kre time was born : 

Did not her primal agonised wail 
Viorco Ibino unborn car? 

Year ! old year ! 
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Year ! old year ! fast fading year! 

"Whoji from tho sliorelcss sea rolled one inoro 't^avo 
World-ward, and tlic Lord know ’twas tliou, 

Upon tky brow, 

Scrawled He llio gaunt old legend of tlio grave, 

In foam-flakos dank and drear ? 

Year ! old year ! 


Year ! old year I fast fading year ! 

Was tby last sun not pule for pity’s suko 
Or love’s ? Nay I gliding otlierwhcro, 

O’er niarsU or more, 

Glanced bo not back upon bis waatcfiil wake, 
Or sbed a wistful tear ? 

Year I old year I 
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Year ! old year ! poor, lost old year 1 
Thy knoll is tolling now ; tlio talo is told 
Of thy brief days ; thy life is done 
With scarce goal tv on : 

Time claims las dead, and lays ilieo stark and cold 
Upon his niiaty bioi’, 

Tear ! old year ! 


Year ! old year ! poor dead old year ! 

Thy face was comely once, thy voice oneo swcot 
To hoar, and onco athwart lliy brow, 

Not dark as now, 

Shono glow-worm gleams ol' hope, some ilashos jficot 
Of joy that came not near 1 
Year ! old year ! 
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Nay, wliat was tliy mossago, year? 

Of old leaves withered, or of new loves gono ? 
Of Joy that will not tarry long ? 

Or of sweot song 

Silenced oro half tho singing Limo ia done ? 

Or of dead hope and sere ? 

Year ! old your I 


Yoa, thy fruit, thou sped old year. 

Was doad-sca fruit sprung of salt ooso, and fed 
Ou bitter gall and bitt’ror rue ; 

Whoroof tho huo 

Was death; whorcof tho tarjto waa molten lead, 
Cold ush, or frozen t«ai’. 

Year I old year ! 



Butterfly aud Motii 
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A pansy-pinioiipd buttorfly, 

Flirting from roso to inignonolto, 

EspioU a moth on wings to hio 
To whoro an open cnsoiiiciJiL mot 
Tho dusking day with timid light, 

That cv’ry minute grow more bright. 

Said butterfly to moth in 
“ What wiiiga yon, cotiwin, on your way ? 
The sun ia all but gone to re.st : 

They tarry jiow wht» laiuy nuiy, 

For flowern iioro aro swoot to 
And swootor still for company.” 
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But hero the busy trifler spied, 

Ero half his jesting speech was doue^ 

A tall white lily by the side 

Of a steep bank that kissed the sun ; 

And flitted forth incontinent. 

On ever-changing pleasure bent. 

The moth scarce seemed to heed the song, 

« 

But sped demurely on his way. 

As one impelled by purpose strong 
Whom way-side trifles might not stay ; 
Xill past the curtained casement frame, 
With deathless love ho fed the flame. 
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But ere liis life was half consuiueil, 

I seemed to hero come riurmuring, 

As of a Eoul to oikmoe dcoiaod 
(Though Death for him vrao reft cf cting) 
\7ho still would voice his Inmoet jialn, 
Aud would not mako hie passion vain. 

That PVToet cad wail no mortal oar, 
Though kiudrod passion give it name, 
May in the body ever hoar, 

For singeing wing and hissing frame— 
Burnt-offerings of steadfast love 
On the high altar roared above. 
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With imi'ard souse he sees the light, 

Ho feels it in his inmost co\il : 

Ho finds it fair, ho knows it bright : 

He socks it for Ids destined goal ; 
Wolcomo to hii i tho char.tcniiig firo, 

For lov3 is ono with love’s dosirc. 

Shall lovo at love’s hand sock for good 
Alono — soft Hiin-shiuo and nwoot fhade ; 
And way-side blooms; and bliiho abode 
In yonder smiling valloy-glade ; 

Smooth paths that will cavo.^ij tho feet; 
Swoet wines to drink, swoot food to oat P 
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Shall love at love’s hand v/ince or crj, 

If e’er frosts sting, or hot snns cmite; 
And bitter tears tlial bite the eye 
"Weil up unbid ; and aches that writo 
Ctrango Tzrinhloc cn the anguished licurl, 
Swart galley-marks that ote’er depart ? 

Go to ! thy creed is Wv-arirorno. 

Nay I iiusy not lovo once omitc for love ? 
Is travail vain ? Do trials come 
In wrath alono ? Ifey ! I’p above, 

Thy lira and light, thy wrath and nilh, 


Are wifcnosscs of ono same truth. 
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Say whicli clays scoacot— liglit or fire, 
Tlio sun speeds cv;iftc3t or the day ? 
■Why jiQod the fearless heart enquire 
If wrath may quicken, ruth may slay, 
"Whou faith and hope are giren to love, 
And all consocraiod above P 

A voice calls ! and tho exiled soul 
Rojoiciug, answers back — “ I come ! ” 
"What boots it how tho goal is won, 

Tho way was long and wearisome, 

Tho way was long, and bleak and strait, 
And ’twas an agony to wait. 
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An unsung Icljll in his life, 

The little fragile moth reveals, 

The primal lay of mcrial strife 
To win the light that death conceals : 
And dying thus he leaves behind, 

A burning laeccago fov his hind. 
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TREJSE S0HHST3 

T 

Dawn 

Wkon my Qnooii was first garlarclc!.! v/ilh light 
0 L luiJcioua woin;uilioo<l aatl harmony 
Of soft, down curving linoaiacut:’., her oye 
ITot lacked +'>n gleam of lurking fire; tho fright 
or vagan doturo woo yet unknown delight ; 

And eyo-litli drooiu’d not j’ot with hcaitancy. 
lint when lovo caiiuj at last wilh roiiselous might, 
SliO stood a godtloss in her majesty. 

I 

Love name at last', Uio ^!’o^^v of all Ii.r* graco 
And lovoliiioss, I knew it hy tho gleam 
Of a strange lighti in her eye, and in her Taco 
Tho Hush as of smuo huppy waking dncuu: 

A most howitching shyness ciuuo apace, 

To ho my agony and joy siiproiue. 


II 

storm 
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^nd with tli3 dawn of loro l-lxore camo the time, 
IVhcn r>\0" thur; inicrtfi’iijod are lived in fierce 
Roiiil’ou rrior.:on'dy. Unsltl’led to pierce 
Tho cn:.it of f, trail, omotio.i, or to climb 
With HCiitlioh'Qrt stops up fclio hufjo steeps sublime 
Of passion, doubts would como to us, and tears 
Of joaloua J’fij?© to sialc us in the slime 
Of dtuils' UvOpuir, ami slough of secret fears. 

Not tjfton. Love had days informed with life 
Inlenso. I\’'orl( I- ignorant, in sooth, wo wore; 
Uaply heart- ignorant; wo dared exploro 
Love’s utmost rcaelu s, guidcless in the strife 
Witii new desires ; nor feared to bravo the stir 
Of rolling waves on passion’s rostloss shore. 


Ill 

A£toi* 0 r.ici'ai 'caiclh a calm ” — so says 
The provcib- r»’Cm tho cvuoiblc ol pain 
Our lovo rose pure or di’oas. Moltod ia rain 
Wci’o no'.Y ilxo ilu'catouiug elouda of former days ; 
ISTor did tho gouial sun 'vvithhuhl liis rays. 

Would wo not wiLili to Uvo thoao dayo again? 

I know not. Ask thoao wcuntkd in forays : 

“ IIo jests at Bears ’’—I miss tho old rufmin. 

And yet. And yet the storm, they say, hath power 
To pliiaac, and clouds a beauty of their own ; 

And tho wild huftoting of winds is known 
To f«ive ilclight to some, when stoiaii-racka lower, 
And on the wind-ward iilnind aro foam-IlakcfS blown 
From angry surging seas in a misty fdiower. 
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A Ohlld’s first knowledge of deatk 

I 

The haunting records of a far oJff clime, 

Coniiccl through the mist of years bring back to me 
One dread dark night of sleepless memory, 

"Whuu all the spectral silonco of tho time. 

And filrai'go lioune-nolscs of a ghastly chime, 

And lingo wavos swashing on a view-loss lea, 

And high winds soughing in a foath’ry tree, 

To luy tiViTod ous iulonod a most weird rhyme. 

And in a well-known bod, a well-known face 
Waked, not liut slept, and all tho house was hushed, 
And through the slow-drawn horrors of the night 
Tho doar-bought knowlodgo of his fallen race, 

On tho distraught child’s throbbing fancy rushed, 
Willi fearful souso of Doath’s imperious might. 
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Day dawned al length without surcease of pain 
And dazed bcwildcmeut. The child half saw. 

Half guessed mysterious riles with piteous awe 3 
Itut Tuisseil their dire ijortent ; ho inissed the chain 
Tliat linked ev<‘nts ; scui'cu foil the primal stain 
luev itahle ; scarce porct'ivcd the law 
That nuisb each Ufa in swift progression draw, 

For dread i'uilUmuut, dewn tU'abysiuul main. 


That fateful day and many days thereafter, 

'Wort! blurred to tiuj fluid’s eyo witli luisl of teai’s 
Unshod, or shod with ill-simulato laughter, 

Isfsl loving h<‘arts should giw'ss forbiihleu fears. 
The aehn abod<5 with kuovvlcdgo half attained : 

■Jt was di'Hiiair when corlitiulo was gained. 
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Song 

O ! sweet was love and sweet desire. 

And love’s young blood was all a-firo. 

And is know not tlio dread to he, * 

Wlion last my love came liomo to mo. 

The suu was sifted mellow in 
The casomoiit starred with jessamine, 

And ou tho gluss-pano buzzed tho bee, 

When last my love camo home to me. 

And roses rod as martyr-wound, 

Wero on tho trellis-shod festooned ; 
llluo-bells hung from ovei-y tree, 

When lost my love came homo to mo. 
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And larkspurs on tlio way-sido grew, 
And poppies pcail-jd willi silver dew, 
Pink passions made Miern flowors lliroo, 
When lust niy love came home to mo, 

I took from love closn kisses three, 

Olio kiss fur luve and one for tlico, 

And one for way-side cumpiuiy, 

f 

When last my love came homo to mo. 

1 tooli from love ekwio kisses seven, 
Homo wore for Hell, and some for IJoavcn, 
And Komo for the thing that was lo ho, 
Wiion last my levo camo homo to mo. 
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Song 

I mot lovo walking on tlie heath 
Weai’ily, 

Ilio foot was swart with clotted gore 
Prom stinging weeds beneath ; 

And walking ho made moasi 
Ah me t 

And when ho clomb upon the hill j 
Wearily, 

Tbo wild wind smoto him on the mouth, 
And his sure heart was chill, 
lie was alono, alone. 

Ah mo ! 
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ITc stood and looked at tlio cold, cold sea 
Wearily, 

TIio sea will kiss tlie rock, he said, 

But it will kiss not me. 

Alus ! so fair, so far 1 
Ah mo ! 

At i»»,ditrall when ho groptjd about 
Wearily ! 

Tins shingle bruised 1u.h baud and knee : 
And in Ins heart was doubt. 

And ill tho heaven no star, 

Ah Me I 
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April in Upper India 

1 

Tlio wost wind moaned among tlic trees, 

The sad leaves shook and fell, 

The distant inunnur of the bees 
Came faintly down tho dell. 

Lovo lay uinnng his ^vaf■^k'd flowers ; 

Love Kigliisd and .‘«ang — “tho day is long,’* 
Tiiiio laughi'il and would not hoar the song. 

2 

Tho daitplu shadow of the leaves 
Lay iremiding on tho grasH; 

Tlj)on the yellow slaekod shoavefi 
There watched nor I'ul jior la*?.?- 
liove f-'trayeil mnong his falhm bowerf^; 

Lovo moaned and sang — " the day is long 
Tirao laughed and would not hetir the song. 
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Lazily sped the long hot day, 

The dost was in tho wind ; 

Beyond, tho burning breath of May ; 

The sweets of March behind: 

Love gi’ow awoary of the hoars j 

Love pined and sung— “tho day is longj” 
Time laughed and would nut hear the song. 

4 

The fierce snn shiminorcd on tho hind, 

Tho birds their nests forsook ; 

Tho hot wind quivered on iho sand 
That niurgod tho dying brook; 

Lovo hingiiished vainly for his muto ; 

Love sighed and sang — “ tlio day is long j” 
Time laughed and wonhl not hear the song. 
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o 

lli.j mate came ivith the briuf ‘■ipi-ingfcidc, 

Vv'ith Hpriiigtido sho wtvs gone, 

His inalo caino homo when far and wide 
Tho swcc!,s of MiU’cli woro strewn ; 

But n<Ay the hind lay desolate ; 

Lo'.'tj moaned and ,ss',n.,j; — the da/ is long;" 
Timo laughed ami would not hear tho song. 

6 

Ii’uir ,/(mu7ia ! thy litapid jdaia 

Where laved tho village maids 

Of Drij (whose garments once thoir swain 

Purloined) — lay in braids 

Of gliat’ning Maud, and fcath’ry roods ; 

# 

Love sighed and sang — '' the day is long 
Time laughed aud would not hear tho song. 
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7 

Tho Vila* stalks lay scro and wan. 

And -woefiil blew the breeze ; 

And bloomless drooiied tlio n(tj\iriiui\i;\‘ 

And cliecidcss stood tlie trees. 

Love sickened with the day’s long pains; 

Loto sang— “ the day is vc.y long 
Time langlu'd and v.oulJ not hoar Lin. song. 


“ 1 


t Lml iiur. 
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Sonnet 


(An unhappy woman on hiir llrihduy). 

It may be six and twenty snmtecrij ciueo 
My motUev’e life and mine from one grew twain, 
It may be more : I loatli to note t!io Lr.na 
Of rolling time. From meanest elown to prince 
Of high degree the cycling yours oviiicu 
Soino chanco or change to all — plca-jure, or pain, 
Joy, grief, now gn''f, now joy, or hope or fear, 
Or love* Hut not for me fj-oni year to year 
A oh'ingo of lot or liFo brings tliis sad day, 

Oriof turned to stone, tours froze in poh'r ice, 
(Sighs changed to inoaning eehi^ in tlni vale, 

^7orc fitter cmldcin tlimi llic flowers gay 
And hlilhesonic, or those other gifts of prico 
From faithful frionds uncouscioiis ofiny Ude. 
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IN MEMORIAM 

G. K. L 

Oflilt. 16-8-04 


"Weep, weop poor cliild ! poor stricken child ! 
Thiuo eyos have need of welling tears ; 

Brief months havo been for tUoo as years : 
Ho sloops who late had fondly smiled, 

Gazed fondly at thy np-turnod face, 

To read the welcome in lliino oyos— 
Casrulean as our summer skies, 

And pure us is a thing of grace. 

Aye, sloops : and ho will wako no more f 
But summer skies will still he clear : 

And when tho rain oomes in mid-yoar, 
Brooks will run and iurreuis roar ; 
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Between the tom'bstones grass ■will grow, 
Flowers in Helds and tliri'ving com ; 

And trees late of their brav’ry shorn 
By autumn, make a braver sho'W : 

Many a moon will wax and wane. 

And thou wilt mark her fickle race ; 

But ho that sloops with tranrjuil face, 

Will not, can not wako again. 

Call him fond names by love held dear j 
Put thy heart’s passion in thine eyes: 

Alas ! the stricken can not rise ; 

IIo will not BOO, ho will not hear. 

"Wliat wore his days that they should fail? 
Whiit was thy love that it should haste— 
A daiuly garden all laid wasto 
By sudden blast of sleet and haib 
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A lily in tho valley grew, 

A pure wLibe lily tall and lair— 

A gem that grows not everywhere i 
A ray that takes not every hue. 

A little iamb of speoklcss white 
Marked by tho shepherd for his own, 

And petted when the day wus done, 

A lamb that might be lamb or sprite. 

Those woj’o but yesterday. Today 
I Doo the lily palo and sero, 

I SCO and weep a silent tear. 

For griof that will not pass away, 

"Was it a wolf that scared tho lamb— 

A grim, grey wolf with hungry mav/ ? 

The lamb lies blooding on the straw, 

Botwcon the stricken sire and dam. 

« » ^ « 
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One Lolda the v,’oilcl is all askew : 

One that the flttc-sL will survive, 

K^one other : one tli it we who live 
"Will clio. Oh God ! If these bo true. 

*■- -jr i*' » If 


Mark yonder pile of built up firo : 

Niiy, stray not near it as you go ; 

No livijijg tliiug lur.y i>r(.ok its glov.*, 
Cousmuhig ns a funeral jijro. 

A liltlc while, and fingers duffc 
With toil and tool'5 of siaijde wake 
From out the fiiuees a ortioiblo take, 

And lo ! ’tis gold that iills tlio reft : 

3 ’^ollow gold, but chastened much ; 

Gold free of dross or base alloy, 

Purged bj'’ a firo that might destroy 

An clcinoul of flimsier touch. 

«**»•* 
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Not vainly was tUe Imman soul 
Made kin to sorrow from its birth, 
That so its elcmontal worth 
Be chastened for the Iloavonly goal. 


Is not God’s pity sweet to have 
And sweet to hold ! If this bo so, 
Then too is sorrow sweet to l-now, 
Sweet for the spirit that is bravo. 

Ont of the firo thy sonl may rise 
Gocl-hiilpcd to i)iirer, holier life ; 
And memory of a by-gone strife 
Bo held a portion and a prise. 



Cod’s cunnin^j hand wc cannot tell : 

TTo lias a salve for broken hearts ; 

•And though the wounded snrfaco smarts 
Tn Ills own way He makes it well. 


Pence, then my child ! Nay wipe thy tears 
Liston to tlio JIoalcT’s voice aloft; 

Ifo speaks in accents teinhir-soft : 

Liston, for ho that hearkens hours, 
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A Dream of Youth 

Methougtt I (Ircaiiil a dream, 

Delicious, scnse-ontliralllng, 

That one, forsooth may doom 

Waa come oE Ileavcu’s own cidling. 

Tho joys of lifo wero there, 

Suoh joys as never pall. 

And all of earth or air 

Scorned beautiful withal. 

The joy that beamed within mo 
Shone mirrored all about, 

Aud my notes of ecstacy 

Wore echoed with a shout. 

Dach phaso of smiling nature 
To mo was full of glee : 

With every living cronturo 
My heart had sympiitliy. 



Earli tin}' lililf* fli/wcr 

In piardcn, swanl or liuiti). 
every hltnltj of (■l»>vi.r 
With non*'}!! but joy iliil luvatlu*. 

In every niKlic mjiitini 

I Sinv a thoiuaud eluinn.s 

With lioiiu'ly virtues l.'uh'H 
Woriiliy my loviii/j armw. 

Aiul nought <)f vine, or failing 
Po<»|ihMl iny vision worM ; 

Ts’o sorrow, tin J)Owa!ling 

Was (*vcr scon or lizard. 

And “always to bo blesivd ’’ 

Was not. the lot <»f man, 

h’or i)lo.SHing I coTifosaed 

O’crflowod oiir inortid s|ian. 
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In such a world mcthouglit 
I lived and had my being, 
Whore faith was sold nor bought. 
Where seeing was believing. 

And then there came a waiving 
My happy dream was gone ; 
The shadows of my making 
All vanfsked one by one. 

* s. 

Alas! it was uo'dreniii 
But stern roaliiy, 

The type of what I deem 
Youth’s ideality. 

On lightning wings it came 

On lightning wings ’twas gone 
Youth is an empty name 
The’hlushes.of a daw’,n, 

f ' 



